MR. JONES: What did I tell you about coming
home in time for supper?
PAUL: Aw, Dad. I couldn't stop and spoil the
game, could I?
MR. JONES: You could! And next time you will, or
111 know why.
MRS. JONES:  And stop playing with those big,
rough boys.
PAUL: I won't. They're my friends. The only fun
I have is playing with them.
MR. JONES: Don't talk that way to your mother.
Go up to your room:
PAUL:  Aw,  I didn't do anything. And I'm so
hungry.
MR. JONES: Don't talk back to me.
(Paul leaves the table and goes upstairs. Betty,
who likes her brother very much and feels sorry
for him, begins to cry.)
BETTY: I don't want any supper either.
MR. JONES: Betty, stop your crying and eat your
supper.
MRS. JONES: Well, now supper is spoiled for all
of us.
(They finish supper, but no one enjoys it)
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